Damon and Celia, Or, the languiſhing Lover comforted. 
Ofall new Songs, the Poet hopes that this Which ought to be all heneſt Lovers Guide 
Will pleafe you well, becauſe he knows it is ( 


But as for ſuch who no delays abide ; 
A very good one, you may find hereby, 


(Let them love one, for half and hour no more, 
There's nothing loſt by vg conſtantly. 


And hen they've done go call their Mrs. whore. 
To a pleaſant New play-houſe Tune, called No, no tis in vain, &c. 


O, no, *its in bn, 


dd onthe ard Rock to be lest: | 
Though J dg and complaſn, Each frown krom n Celia daes th;eaten my wor 

Vet the lecret Vle never reveal: wlicyzalas 3 (iid (o be true, 

The UUtacks tall not tear if, My toznents do follow where ever I co, 

From mp * but yle on 1 0 Lls in vain to fiye, kate will perſue, 

fo the Gzabe, where if ever ſhall dwell 2 | | 

Dh! would that the Gods had created her low, 3 

and plat d the pooz Hylas above,. f 


— L 
Then, then Ja pꝛeſent might krelyledow, * be ebay doth prove 
of a heart that is all ober Love. , 


And her anger appeaſe, 
A ike the Damn'd from the fire, 


By a ſacrific*d heart to her Lobe: 
J map gaze and admire. Then Cupid would know the fault lay not in me 
Yet never can hepe to be ble: and eale my deſtractien and pain, 
Dh the pangs ofa Lobe, Methinks to his God:head an honour twould be, 
That dar es 119: diſeover, in making ber love me again. 
The Woplen that lobg*d in his Wieaſt: 


Lite 6 Teer that is wounved J bleeding tun on But if he tale part, 
ke 8 TL a. 0 ktdin To deſtro m 5 
and fun J the pallion would hide » mp poo? be 


Then i'le curſe both his Nuiver and Bow, 
But oh ?.is vain, {o2 wherever J run, Foz he if he pleaſe, 
the bloody Dart ſticks in my (ide. Can to Lovers give eaſe, 
k ike a Ship on the @cear, And make them his power to know, 
That*z ever in motion, My Celia from blume I will ever [et fre, 
Continually tumbl'd and colt: and her name J will always adoze, 
A When each gredy wave She's a Goddeſs on earth, to be wozſbf;,*D by me 
Woztendeth a grave 


expecting her bleCing in Koꝛe 


. * - * * 
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PR” ow ſmile my dear Damon, the day is your own, 
( elia S Kind Anſwer. * moze of your Celia complain, 
Pour conſtane y my true affections hath won, 
I is not in vain, ' _ thencount not your ſozrows in vain. 
You do gh and complain, It was only to Try pe, 
Foz the ſecret to me is reveal d: Which made me deny ye, 
My Bꝛeall now doth bear it, The cauſe now you certainly know, 


UAUbere ko; ever Ple wear if, Py heart you ſhall have, 
ſuch flames cannot long be conceal'd: Tifl cold death to the G1ave, 
The Gods have.created me lo n to your mind, Does koꝛte us to pap what we owe : 


en, Liſt» Cupid hath heard thee, 4 made me pꝛove kind, 
Tie pꝛelent J ack is that (ill you*d prove ind 1 eg » 


| * ird your complains e*ry dap, 
end give me that heart full of Love. hen the night came, he did tozture my mind 
L ike the ble free from trouble, by telling me what you did ſap, 
Tur joys fill may double, He was your b:\f friend, 
And never n3 ſozrow can knew, And pour ſuit did commend, 
Tben bappp's theft Lover, Then pzitty (wet Damon, no moze, 
hic bares not diſcover, Let's not angry pꝛove, 
Thoſe fl unes wh'ch occaſion bis woe: To the God of our love, 
Like a Pu let free, he 3 and rejotte put fo2 ever his power adoze : 
when he trem confinement is ciear, heart is thy own, and i'le give ther mp hand, 
If his Love pzove kind, then thzice happę 8 his 9 mer Fe make no delap, IE * 
no bloody darts after appear. choice, and J myown ſelf will beat thy command, 
Like a Merchant whole treaſure fo pleaſe the by night and by day. 
Comes tome in ful meaſure, 8 
From the Indies who long have been gone, FINIS 
Such joys do abound, | on 
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